FORECHAPTER

THE old woman and the new-born child were the
only living things in the house.

The old woman, Mrs. Henny, had finished her
washing and laying-out of the bodies of the child's
father and of the child's mother. She had done
it alone because she had been afraid to leave the
house with no one alive in it save the new-born
child. Now she was exhausted and, in spite of
her labour, fearfully chilled, for the snow, although
it fell now more lightly, was piled high about the
doors and windows as if, with its soft thick fingers,
it wished to strangle the house.

She was very cold, so she drank some gin,
although it was not as a rule her weakness. The
bodies of Mr. and Mrs, Herries lay, the eyes
decently closed, the pale hands folded, each in its
proper bed,

A fine heat burnt through Mrs, Henny's old
body. The gin was good. Then her head fell
forward and she slept

The old house rattled and squealed in the wind
that was rising up now that the snow had almost
ceased to fall Feet seemed to creep up and down
the stairs, fingers were at the windows, but the
dead and Mrs, Henny slept on.
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